Then, reverend Priest I who God's recorder art,
Do from his dictates to these two impart
All blessings which are seen, or thought,

by angels' eye or heart.

The Benediction

Blest pair of Swans! oh I may you interbring

Daily new joys, and never sing:

Live till all grounds of wishes fail,

Till honour, yea, till wisdom, grow so stale,

-That new great heights to try,

It must serve your ambition to die,

Raise heirs, and may here to the world's end live

Heirs from this king to take thanks, you to give.

Nature and grace do all and nothing art.

May never age or error overthwart

With any west these radiant eyes,

with any north this heart.

Feasts and Revels

But you are over-blest; plenty this day
Injures; it causeth time to stay;
The tables groan, as though this feast
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